PASSAGES FROM ARABIA DESERTA
pIucMng wild dandelions sprung since some showers in those
rocks, we began to break our fast. At length, looking down at a
deep place, we espied camels, which went pasturing under the
mountain: there we found Fehjat herdsmen. The images, they
said, were not far before us, they would put us in the way, but
first they bade us sit down to refresh ourselves. The poor men
then ran for us under the n&gas* udders, and drew their milk-skin
fall of that warm sustenance.-Heaven remember for good the
poor charitable nomads! When we had drunk they came along
with us, driving the cattle: a little strait opened further, it was a
long inlet in the mountain bosom, teeming green with incom-
parable freshness, to our sense, of rank herbage. At the head of
thk garden of weeds is an oozy slumbering pool; and thereabove
I perceived the rocks to be fall of scored inscriptions, and Abu
Zeyd's yard-high image, having in his hand the crooked camel
stick, bakhorra, or, as the Aarab say, who cannot judge of por-
traiture, a sword: beside him, is a lesser, perhaps a female figure,
which they call 'Alia his wife,5 It is likely that these old lively
shapes were battered, with a stone, upon the sandstone; they are
not as the squalid scrawling portraiture of the Beduw, but limned
roundly to the natural with the antique diligence. Here are
mostly short Himyaric legends, written (as is common in these
deserts) from above downwards; the names doubtless, the saws,
the salaams, of many passengers and cameleers of antique
generations, Tbba> is said for Abu, father, in these parts of Arabia,
and at Medina; Mogkrair^ is perhaps cave. I bade Zeyd let me
have a milch naga and abandon me here with Abu Zeyd. Zeyd
answered (with a fable), he had already paid a camel to Bishr,
for license to show me their Abu Zeyd. The Fehjat answered
simply, 'A man might not dwell here alone, in the night time, the
deanaons would affray him.*
As we came again, Zeyd lighted upon a natural sanded basin
aiaong the rocks, under the mountain, and there sounding with
his hands to the dhow, he reached to a little stinking moisture.
Zeyd smiled vaingloriously, and cried, 6HaI we had discovered a
new water. Wellah, here is water a little under the mire, the hind
shall come hither to-morrow and fill our girbies.9 Thereby grew
a nightshade weed, now in the berry; the Beduin man had not
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